WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
ent of the Senate, Field-Marshal Nogi, who besieged and took Port
Arthur in the Russo-Japanese war, and Admiral Togo, the victor of
Tshushima. Nogi was curiously like a bull-dog, with an extraordinary
under-hung lower jaw. He had had two sons, and during the course
of the siege of Port Arthur he sent them both on forlorn hopes from
which neither returned. When the war was over he was content to
be nominated the head of the Girls' School for the Daughters of
Nobles in Tokio; and when the last Emperor died he and his wife
committed harakiri in accordance with feudal tradition as a token of
respect for their Sovereign.
As for Admiral Togo, the most silent man I have ever met (he was
alleged by the Japanese never to say more than five words a day),
when he was granted a considerable sum of money and a large new
house as a reward for his victory at Tshushima he turned the house
into a naval school and devoted the money to making statues of the
founders of the Japanese Navy, while he himself retired to live in the
tiny house in which he had always lived from the time that he was an
impecunious midshipman. The statues from an artistic standpoint
were hideous eyesores, but the gesture was worthy of all admiration.
No, it was the youth of Japan, intoxicated by its first contacts with the
West—from which it seemed, apart from knowledge, to acquire all the
vices and none of the virtues—which was so intolerable, so bumptious,
so unpleasant and dishonest.
Anyway,,! was not sorry when I received my marching orders
towards the end of 1911. But in one sense I was, disappointed, inas-
much as I was ordered back to St. Petersburg. Rechauffes are never
the same thing and I wanted to go some new places. I consequently
wrote to the Private Secretary at the F.O., who was then Sir William
Tyrrell, begging to be sent to any other Embassy in Europe (I always
preferred Embassies to Legations), preferably Vienna, so long as it
was not Berlin.
A Scot is always to some extent fey, and all my life I had a horror
of Berlin. I used to pass through it on my way to and from Russia,
but I never once resided there till I was posted there in 1937. Willie
Tyrrell's reply, as was invariably the case with him, was short and to
the point. It merely said that if I realized how impatiently the
Ambassador at St. Petersburg was awaiting my arrival, I would take
the first train there. Which to all intents and purposes I did. But
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